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| Love You 


A couple days later, Dead was released from the hospital. Much to the vocalists surprise, Varg was there to 
pick him up. Dead looked at Varg, confused. 


"Why.. Why are you doing this?" Dead asked. 


"l'm not letting Euronymous take you away and hurt you," Varg replied. "I had a terrible feeling that if | didn't 


show up, Euro would" 


Dead, blinking back tears, looked at Varg, who pulled him into a hug. "Let's go home," Varg said. The two slowly 
walked off to Varg's car, arms wrapped around each other. 


Dead climbed into the passenger seat, while Varg got into the driver's seat, started the car, and drove off. 
Before long, they reached Varg's apartment. Dead looked at Varg. "Where are we?" he asked. 


"This is my place," Varg replied. "It's pretty small, but Euronymous won't find us here. | hope you don't mind" 


Varg opened the door, exposing a tiny, messy, cluttered apartment. Clothes, books, magazines, tapes, and other 
assorted objects lay all over the floor. "Sorry about the mess," Varg apologized. "I haven't cleaned up in a long 
time." 

"IFs fine, don't worry about it," Dead responded, grabbing onto Varg's hand. 

Varg looked at the vocalist. "lm getting hungry. Should | make you some food, too?" 

"No thank you," Dead whispered. "I'm fat enough as is." 

"Pelle, you're not fat. You're so thin that it's unhealthy," Varg said gently. "You need to eat something.’ 


"But.. Euro told me all the time that | needed to be thinner.." Dead blinked back tears. 


"Pelle, that bastard wanted nothing more than to hurt you. He's lied to you for so long. I'm just worried about 
you; you seem so frail." 


Varg embraced Dead as the vocalist burst into tears. 
"No one's ever cared about me.. This must be too good to be true." 


"Pelle, this is real. | love you so much and | care about you.” 


Status Quo 


Dead woke up on the cold, hard floor. His emaciated body was covered with bruises and cuts from the night 
before, when Euronymous, his boyfriend, got drunk and beat him. Dead hadn't eaten in nearly a month; 
Euronymous wanted him to be thin, so thin that his bones jutted out. Why, Dead never knew. 


Dead summoned up the energy to pick himself off of the floor and to walk downstairs to check on his 
boyfriend He had to take care of Euronymous before himself, this was how things had always worked. 
Euronymous lay passed out on the living room couch. Dead gently ran his bony hand through Euro's dark, 
curly hair, then checked to make sure his boyfriend hadn't managed to hurt himself while intoxicated. 


Dead slowly walked to the bathroom, wincing at the pain from his wounds. He pulled his baggy sweater off and 
stared at his reflection ‘Disgusting,’ he thought. ‘I'll never look good for Euronymous.. I'll never be perfect. Why 
do | even try? Maybe this is just pointless. Maybe | should just end it all’ A tear fell down Dead's cheek. 
"Ugly," he whispered. "Fatass. Disgusting. Stupid. Worthless. Not good enough." Dead sat down up against the wall, 
bursting into tears. He simply hoped Euro wouldn't hear; if he did, he would probably get beaten again 


After a few minutes, Dead managed to pull himself together and grab out a small tube of makeup from a 
drawer. The makeup was to hide the bruises; Euro didn't want anyone else to see them. Dead carefully applied 


the makeup before leaving the bathroom. 


Dead so desperately wanted to leave Euronymous, but he couldn't, he was terrified Euro would torture him to 
death and film it, like he often threatened. He just wanted to be treated like a human being, not like a punching 
bag. Could a pathetic creature like him ever find compassion? ‘Probably never, Dead thought. 


Band Practice 


After a while, Dead finally heard Euronymous waking up. Dead quietly tiptoed down the stairs. Euronymous, 
upon seeing Dead, glared right at him. 


"We have band practice today, you fucking idiot!" Euronymous hissed, stepping closer to Dead. "You should have 
woken me up, dipshit! We're going to be late, and it's all your fault!" 


"l-Im sorry," Dead stammered. "l-l forgot." 


"You forgot?!" Euronymous shouted, slapping Dead across the face. "You're supposed to remember, you 


pathetic creature! But | guess | shouldn't count on you to remember anything, now should |?" 
"m sorry! It won't happen again!" Dead whimpered. 


"Yes, you ARE a sorry excuse for a human being, and you're really gonna get it after practice!" Euronymous 


snarled. "Now get your sorry ass out to the car! I'll be there once | get dressed!" 


Dead, terrified, scurried off to Euro's beaten-up old car. He crawled into the passenger seat, hoping that Euro 
wouldn't continue yelling at him. He blinked back tears of pain; he wished that he could die right at that 
moment. Even a painful afterlife sounded better than life; at least Euronymous wouldn't be there to torment 


him. 


Euronymous finally got out to the car, started it, and drove off down the bumpy road. Dead stared out the 
window into thin air as his thoughts took off and became increasingly morbid. After some time, they arrived 
at the place where they usually practiced, got out of the car, and went inside. The two were greeted by 


Necrobutcher, Hellhammer, and a teenage boy with a scar on his chin who Dead had never met before. 


"Dead, that's Varg," Euronymous said, pointing at the teenager. "He's a friend of mine, and he has a project 


called Burzum." 


‘How in hell is this monster able to have friends? Dead thought. ‘| guess they have no idea what he's capable 
of doing: 


"And Varg, this is Dead. He's our vocalist. Don't bug him too much; he's quite antisocial," Euronymous continued. 


Dead extended his hand in order to shake Varg's. "Nice to meet you," Varg said. Dead simply nodded his head in 


response. 


"We'd better get some practicing done," Euronymous stated, and Mayhem went into the other room and began 


practicing their songs. Varg stood outside the room, listening. 


After about an hour, the band decided to take a break They walked out of the other room and joined Varg in 
the main room. All of them except Dead sat down and started joking amongst themselves, while Dead leaned 
against the wall, staring off into space. After a few minutes, Dead grew bored and quietly walked outside. 


Dead wandered around outside, wishing he had a knife. He needed to cut; he needed the pain fix. The pain from 
the cuts would drown out all the other pain he felt. Dead curled up against the outside wall of the building and 
stared off into space, thinking thoughts of suicide. 


The others continued talking and joking until Varg asked, "Where'd Dead go?" 


"Why does it matter? He wanders off all the time for no reason. | told you he's antisocial!" Euronymous 


responded. 


"He wasn't this withdrawn when he first joined the band," Necrobutcher said. "| have no idea what's gotten into 


him. 
| don't think anyone knows what's up with Dead," Hellhammer said. "He's just gotten weirder as time's gone by" 


"Is no good trying to find him, though," Euronymous stated. "He'll come back sooner or later. He always does." 


Meanwhile, Dead had picked himself up and had walked deep into the nearby woods. He had no intention of 


returning. He was so tired of the abuse; he just wanted to run away from it all and curl up and die. 


Searching... 


An hour had passed, and Dead was still gone. Varg, Necrobutcher and Hellhammer were glancing around, trying 


to figure out where Dead could have gone. Euronymous just sat there, not caring. 
"Dead's been gone for well over an hour. Someone should go out and look for him," Necrobutcher proposed. 
‘| may as well go find him," Varg stated. "I'm not very useful when you guys are practicing anyway." 


"Why does it even matter where he is?" Euronymous asked. "He always comes back. | told you all he's 


antisocial!" 


"Who knows what he could have done to himself? You've seen him cut on stage! He could have seriously hurt 


himself!" Necrobutcher exclaimed. 
"Jorn, calm down," Varg said. "I'm going out to look for Dead" 


Euronymous just rolled his eyes. "Good luck finding him," he said sarcastically. Varg just walked to the door and 
went outside. 


Meanwhile, Dead was in the middle of the woods, hitting his head as hard as he could against a large tree. He 
needed the pain, but he didn't have a knife. Dead was in tears; no one was there to laugh at him and no one 
could hurt him but himself. Again and again, he smashed his head into the tree; before long, Dead had fallen to 


the ground and started slipping away into unconsciousness. 


Varg walked through the woods, looking around for any sign of the vocalist. He hoped he could find Dead soon 
and that he wouldn't have to drag a corpse back to the others. 


Found... 


Varg, after walking through the forest for quite some time, finally found Dead. The vocalist lay knocked out on 
the ground, a pool of blood starting to form under his head. His tear-stained face appeared so eerily peaceful 


in his unconscious state. 


Varg, panicked, pulled his sweater off and tied it around Dead's head to try to slow the bleeding. He then picked 
Dead up and started walking. Dead was much lighter than Varg expected, which was quite startling to him. 


Before long, Varg reached the building, carrying a bleeding Dead in his arms. Necrobutcher and Hellhammer 
looked at Dead and panicked, while Euronymous looked on, trying to hold back cruel laughter. 


"Oh my god." Necrobutcher whispered. "What in hell did he do?" 


"| don't know," Varg said. "All | know is that he needs help." Varg turned and walked out to his old, beat up car. 
The others followed and climbed in. Euro took the passenger seat, while Necrobutcher and Hellhammer sat in 


the backseat trying to take care of Dead. 


Varg drove as quickly as he could to the nearest hospital. He hoped that Dead wouldn't die and wondered why 
in hell such a beautiful creature would want to hurt himself so badly. Upon reaching the hospital, Varg, 


Necrobutcher and Hellhammer picked Dead up and carried him in. 


Dead woke up in a white room in a hospital gown. He pinched himself, hoping that he had died; however, he soon 
realized his hopes were vain. He had failed at killing himself, Euronymous would make his life hell for it. Dead 
sniffed, blinked back tears and curled up into a ball. All he wanted was death; he swore to himself that he 


would hate whoever kept him alive forever. 


A Visit 
The next day, Euronymous went to visit Dead in the hospital, not out of any sort of compassion, but because 
he wanted to see Dead's injuries and laugh at his pain. Also, the rest of the band wouldn't be as likely to 


suspect him of anything, as they would assume he went to comfort Dead. 


Euronymous checked into the hospital and walked down a long hallway to Dead's room. He slowly walked in, a 


sinister grin on his face. Dead heard footsteps, so he rolled over. Upon seeing Euronymous, he started to panic. 
"What's wrong?" Euronymous taunted. "Are you scared?" 
Dead let out a whimper and shook his head. 


Euronymous chuckled. "Why didn't you tell me you wanted pain? | guess | haven't punished you enough recently, 


you pathetic pile of shit." 
Dead shook his head fiercely, his eyes wide with terror. 


"Or did you want to die?" Euronymous continued. "If so, | could have killed you and done it successfully, unlike 


you." 


Dead blinked back tears and tried to shut out the guitarists voice. 


"Anyhow, its quite a shame that Varg found you, you fucking dumbass,’ Euronymous spat. "You're gonna get it 
really bad when you get out, just you wait!" With that, he turned and walked out slowly, savoring Dead's 


terrified whimpers. 


Dead fought back tears, looking for something in the room to end it all. He was angry that Varg had found him, 
and he most definitely couldn't face Euronymous again; not even all of eternity could prepare him for what he 


dreaded most. Unsuccessful, he lay down, crying himself to sleep. 


Really? 


Soon afterwards, Varg went to the hospital, hoping that Dead would still be alive. He went down to Dead's room 
and saw the vocalist curled up under the covers. Dead's face was stained with tears, and Varg saw bruises on 


the vocalists arms. 


‘Where in hell did Dead get those bruises? Varg thought to himself. ‘Either he did that to himself or 


someone's hurting him: 


Varg saw Dead tossing and turning under the covers and whimpering. The whimpers grew louder and louder 


until they turned to shrieks and the vocalist jolted awake, panting and crying 

"Dead?" Varg asked. "What's wrong?" 

Dead jumped up, startled, before turning away and burying his face in his pillow. "Dead?" Varg asked quietly. 
"Go away," Dead whispered. "I know | look pathetic, and | don't want anyone to see me like this" 

"Im just worried; | want to make sure you're okay" 


Dead fought back tears. "You're just trying to be a hero, aren't you? Once | leave this place, you won't give a 


shit. That's what the others always do. 
"You're wrong, Pelle. | do care" 

"Really?" 

"Yes, really," Varg said gently. 


Dead turned and looked at Varg. He wondered why in hell the teenager would give a rat's ass about a worthless 
piece of shit like himself. 


Comfort... 


"Where did you get those bruises on your arms? Who hurt you?" Varg asked. 

Dead looked off into space. "No one," he whispered, 

"You must have gotten them from someone.. Or did you do that to yourself?" 

Dead, blinking back tears, hung his head. "I can't tell you, or Ill get hurt even worse 

"Pelle, no one can help you if you don't tell me who's hurting you," Varg reasoned 

"Dont tell anyone | told you this," he said. "He'll. Hell." A tear ran down his pale cheek 

Varg reached out to stroke Dead's hair, but Dead flinched away. ‘I'm not going to hurt you," Varg whispered 


‘Its... Hs.. Hs Euronymous... Dead starmmered, bursting into tears. "Don't tell anyone | told you this.. Please?" 


Varg put his arm around Dead's bony body. 
"Pelle, | can't just let this continue on. | have to tell the others and the authorities." 


"He.. He told me that if | ever told anyone, he'd rape me and torture me to death and.. and film it. So.. Please 
don't tell." 


"Per, l'm not going to let that son of a bitch hurt you," Varg said, hugging the vocalist tightly. "As long as I'm 
still alive, you'll be safe. We have to get help." 


"Why.. Why do you even care about me?" Dead whispered. "No one has ever cared.. All | deserve is pain. l'm 


worthless." 
"Pelle, don't say that. You're very important, and | love you." 


Dead just clung onto Varg and sobbed. No one had told him that in so long.. The last time he had heard that 


phrase was from his mom when he was a young child. 


Arrest 


Varg had heated up some canned soup and convinced Dead to eat some. The two were sitting against a wall, 


eating, when they heard several loud knocks at the door. Dead jumped, nearly spilling soup all over himself. 


‘Its okay," Varg said. "Ill get it" He walked over to the door, opened it, and saw Euronymous standing there. 
"What are you doing here?" 


"Do you know where Dead went?" Euronymous asked in a low growl. 
"He's right here.. Why do you want him?" 


Euronymous pushed past Varg, a scowl on his face. "Well, look who's eating for once," he taunted. Dead 


whimpered. 
"Get away from him," Varg growled. 


Euronymous, ignoring Varg, stepped closer to Dead. "Disgusting creature," he snarled. "Cheating on me with 


Varg, aren't you? You've probably sucked his cock already, haven't you, you are pathetic whore?" 
"N-no," Dead stammered. 

Varg pulled Euronymous away from Dead. "Get out of here," Varg growled. 

"You can't make me," Euronymous hissed. "Dead is mine, and | want him back" 

"| said, get out of here!" Varg shouted, picking up the phone. 

"Give me Dead, and | willl" 

"I know what you've done to him.. He's told mel" Varg said, dialing a number. 

"The son of a bitch's making up stories so that you'll feel sorry for him!" 

Varg quietly said something into the phone; no one else could hear it. 

"You're not calling the cops on me!" Euronymous growled, tackling Varg right after he hung up. 


"I just did!" Varg hissed, trying to get Euronymous off of him. Dead ran into Varg's bedroom and hid under the 
bed. 


Before long, the police showed up. Varg explained the situation, and Euronymous was arrested. 


Varg then went into his room and saw Dead, hiding. "Pelle? Are you okay?" 

Dead peeked his head out from under the covers. "What happened?" he whispered. 

"The police arrested Euronymous," Varg replied. "He's going to jail.. He's not going to hurt you again" 
Dead walked over to Varg. "Thank you," he whispered, hugging the younger man 

| couldn't let him hurt you anymore," Varg whispered. "I love you." 


"I love you too," Dead whispered. 


